
WEIRD! FANTASTIC! ASTOUNDING! 




RhEA REYNOLDS 
WAS JUST ABOUT 
THE MOST GORGEOUS 
THING I'D EVER ' 
SEEN. SHE WAS A 
SCULPTRESS. 
MHEN SHE TOLD ME 
£ WAS BUILT LIKE 
A GREEK GOD AND 
ASKED HE TO 
POSE FOR HER, 
I FELT ID BE A 
DOPE TO PASS UP 
A CHANCE TO BE 
NEAR A GIRL LIKE 
THAT. ANO SO I 
ACCEPTED. WHAT 
WOULD YOU HAVE 
OONE/> 



IFELL DEEPLY UNDER RHEA'S SPELL, BUT I 

HAD A PREMONITION I WAS GETTING INTO SOME- 



tIDNT UNDERSTAND. . 



^ 



Of COURSE, I'M KIDOINQ/ NOW \ 
LET"S GOTO THE STUDIO 
WANT YOU TO SEE YOURSELF , 



LOVE ME, BARNEY, BUT WOULD YOU BE WILUNC 
TO PROVE IT? WOULO YOU 00 ANYTHING TASKED? 
WOULD YOU STEAL... MURDER? WOULD YOU 
COMMIT ANY C 





i doubt if there 
could be that 
many accidents/ 

and its a little 

startling to 

see so man' 
myself/ 




The WAY RHEA LOOKED AT HE THEN 
MADE IT HARD TO THINK OF ANYTHING 
BUT HEff NEARNESS . 




OH, BARNEY, THAT WAS ONLY KURTZ/ 
POOR HALF-WIT MY UNCLE BEFRIENDED. 
HE'S USUALLY HARMLESS SO I SAVE HIM 
A JOB CLEANING UP... BUT SOMETIMES 
HE HAS STRANGE SPELLS.. . LIKE NOW.. 
AND THEN ONLY MY UNCLE CAN 
tt^_ DEAL WITH HIM 



What rhea said about 
kurtz sounded like 
it was on the up-and- 
up, butsoachow it 
was hard to forget 
a weird-looking guy 
like that/ and 
although pd never 
said anything to rhea 
about it. ,j wasnt 
too sold on her 
uncle nor ian. he 
wasn't the kind of 
doctor i'd want 
hanging around my 
bedside if i was 

SICK . 



BUT AS t LEFT RHEA'S STUDIO I HAD A 
FUNNY ACCIDENT... AND IT JUST HiPPENED 
THAT DR. NORIAN WAS TKRE TO TAKE 
OVER. I 



HOW DO YOU 

DO, MY BOY/ WHAT A 
PITY YOU.'RE LEAVIN3 
SO SOON/ MY NIECE and/? 
I BOTH FIND YOU SO J 
ITERESTINOf 




HOURSLATER, WHEN I K9AINEO MY SENSES, J 
THOUGHT I HAD WWEDURU A NIGHTMARE? 




THESE CREATURES ARE THE SAME AS 
I... UNSUCCESSFUL EXPERIMENTS OF 
RHEA AND HER UNCLE TO PRODUCE 
DUPLICATE FORMS OF LIVING PEOPLE/ 
LIKE YOU, WE FELL FOR RHEA' 
WHILE SHE AND HER UNCLE PREPARED 
TO USE US FOR THEIR EVIL PURPOSES/ 



/THEY FAILED... AND I ^\ 
BECAME THIS HALF-HUMAN 
CREATURE THEY MADE IN- 
TO A SLAVE . WHEN THEY 
WISH TO PUNISH ME, OR 
NEED SOME HUMAN PART 
EXPERIMENT, THE 
DOCTOR TAKES MORE OF 
MY LIFE FROM ME 



NOW THEY THINK Tl STILL OONY ^ 


THEY'RE ON THE (SET IT.. .BUT I'M 




RIOHT TRACK .. . J GETTING OUT OF 




AKD YOU'RE EX- £ HERE/ AND THIS 




ACTLY THE PHYSICAL! TIME IV SO INS 




SPECIMEN— TOUGH ) TO FIND OUT 




AND RUGGED— A. WHAT GIVES lA 


hey * A NT/j«|Bfcta_ ^^mm 






IT'S TOO LATE FOR US... BUT I TRIED TO SAVE YOU/ 
NOW IT MAY BE TOO LATE/ YOUR ONLY CHANCE WAS 1 
.KEEP HER FROM BRINGING YOUR DUPLICATES TO LIFE 




But I WAS AFRAID... AND I KNEW IT/ 1 
SMASHED THE CELLAR DOOR AND RACED UPTHE 
STAIRS TO THE STUDIO. I'D FORGOTTEN ALL 
ABOUT MY HEAD HURTING f ■ 

THIS TIME IX L KEEP MY \ 
EYES OPEN/ I WONTGI 
RHEA OR HER UNCLE A _, 
CE TO SNEAK 
UPON ME/ 




77* sibht that metmyeyes, as tthrew open the 
studio door, made my blood run colo/ 



As TWatGHED AND LISTENED, IMS HELD IN 
THESRIP OF UNBEUEVINS HORROR/ EVEN THt 
TONK OF THE VOICES WAT SPOKE ms MINE/ 



IF I SEE A STRING OF PEARLS I LIKE, ONE OF 
YOU WILL STEAL IT FOR ME/ IF I PLAN A BANK 
ROBBERY, YOU WILL CARRY IT THROUGH/ IF I 
HAVE AN ENEMY TO BE KILLED, 1 

YOU WILL DO IT/ ^& WE DO AS 




THAT 15 THE REAL BARNEY/ VOU > 
WHO ARE FIGHTING HIM, CONTINUE 1 
TO THE DEATH/ THE REST OF YOU/ 

n — — — -s 

— UGH/ OF ALL THE 

'SCREWY THINGS/ I — I 

NEVER THOUGHT I'D FIND 
sMYSELF FIGHTING MYSELF/y 



1 




CAN AFFORD TO SACRIFICE ONE 
OF YOUR DUPLICATES TO GET RID 
OF YOU, BARNEY/ FIGHT IT OUT 
WITH YOURSELF/ HA/HA/ I'M 
SETTING FIRE TO THE STUDIO. 
AND NEITHER ONE OF YOU WILL 
EVER LEAVE/ 




T HIS — ME— WHATEVER IT IS. . . 
OUR STRENGTH IS EQUAL/ IT'S MY 
STRENGTH/ I— I CAN'T BREAK IT'S 
HOLD/ LET GO, YOU CRAZY FOOL/ 
YOU'RE FART OF ME. . . AND 
DESTROYING ME/ 




Suddenly a fibure uareo nmoutti 

THE FLAMES AND ONTO THE BACK OF 
THE THIN* I WAS FIBNTIN$ t . . 



FROM f OUR VOICE, I KNOW THIS IS NOT 
VI you CAN ESCAPE NOW/ WHEN THE 
STUDIO BURNS THE CREATURES IN THE 
CELLAR AMD1 WILL BURN WITH IT. . . 

,> : (AND THAT IS BEST/ 

THANKS, PAL/ YOU ■ 

MUST HAVE BEEN A R 
ISENTLEMAN/ 



As I RUN DOWN THE " 
STREET AND SAW THE 
BURN INS STUDIO BEHIND 
ME. IT SEEMED FUNNY 
TO THINK TMA T SOME- 
THINS THAT LOOKED JUST 
LIKE ME — THAT WAS 
MADE FROM PART OF ME 

WAS GOING UF IN 

THOSE FLAMES/ 



BUT THERE WAS NQTHim FUMY ABOUT 
MY LIFE IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED/ 
I KNEW TH*T,RHEA AW THOSE DUPLI- 
CATES OF ME WERE AT WORK/ 



MOSTWWTED CRIMINAL STRIKES 

AGAIN, barney PHELPS, 
•x-G.1. who turned Into 
Ian* wolf gmgil«,ho)di 
up another bank, killi 
cashier/ Wttneim, 
puziled, toy 1htr 
thought pelict had 
mortally wounded ftii 




I WAS A HUNTED MAN AND DIONT DARE SHOW NY 

FACE/ 



VE GOT THIS OLD ARMY GUN. IF 
ONLY 1 CAN FIND THOSE THINGS THAT LOOK LIKE 
ME, I CAN KILL THEM — THE ONES THAT HAVEN'T 
SEEK KILLED ALREADY/ IT-IT'S KIND OF 
^FUNNY TO BE OUT GJNNInS FOR YOURSELF/ 





AfTER 1 SHOT RHEA, 1 DIDN'T SEEM ABLE TO MOVE. 



YOU — YOU'VE KILLED MY UNCLE.. .YOU — YOU'VE KILLED 
IE, TOO/ BUT MY POWER WILL NOT DIE WHILE ONE OF 
YOUR DUPLICATE SELVES RCeAMNT MJW I NOW SEW 

THEM MY LAST COMMAND-- - WLKDEfi--- KILL-- -DESTROY 
--ALL THOSE YOU MEET— UNTIL YOU, YOURSELVES 
ARE DESTROYED/ 




THEY GOT ME FOR THE MURDER OF RHEA AND 
HER UNCLE/ 8UTWHEN I TELL THEM THERE 
ARE MORE OF ME OUT THERE, THEY THINK I'M 
NUTS/ MAYBE I AM NUTS/ BUT EVEN IFTHEY 
KEEP ME HERE FOR LIFE ... WATCH OUT FOR 

. THOSE OTHERS ARE STILL OUT THERE/ j 
DONT LET THEM 3ET NEAR YOU f* 




*l» 




Ina DttGT WAREHOUSE OF AN OPERA HOUSE IN EUROPE, 
HANGS A LIFE-SIZE, ALMOST HUNAN LOOKING PUPPET. UN- 
TOUCHED FOR YEARS, IT REMAINS AS A FANTASTIC SYMBOL OF 
A SUPERNATURAL EVENT THAT SHOOK THE CONTINENT. 
IN THE LATE NINETEENTH CENTURY WHEN A PUPPETEER 
CANE TO PLAY A PERFORMANCE AT THE THEATRE. . - 



The eerc looking musician took his violin w hand and 
room backstage one nighz. i began playing a weird tune... haunting r macabr£.satanic... 




ThE ACT WENT 
WELL UNTIL THE 
MIDDLE OF THE 

PERFORMANCE 

WHEN r«f 

FIGURE OF THE 

MAN HE HAD 

SLAIN) AROSE 
IN THE 

ORCHESTRA PIT 
WITH HIS VIOLIN 

AND BEGAN 

PLAYING HIS 
MACABRE CONCERTO. 
SUDDENLY, THE 
AUDIENCE BEHELD 

SIGHT THAT WOULD 
1EVER8E FORGOTTEN, 



T>* AUTHORITIES RUSHED ON STAGE TO EXAMINE THE PUPPETEER. THEY FOUND HIM IN A FROZEN STATE OF WMMW 
THAT NO MEDICAL MAN COULD EXPLAIN/ HE HAD BECOME A BLOCK OF WOOD RESEMBLING ONE OF HIS 
OWN PUPPETS. THE PUPPETS AND THEIR MASTER WERE HUNG IN THE STOREHOUSE AND FORGOTTEN. BUT . 
AMONG THE STUDENTS OF THE SUPEMi 7URAL THIS EVENT REMAINS AN 'UNFORGETTABLE PHENOMENON INTHE_^ 
4*6& OF THE S0&NArmi*t., $WS ENDj£ 




Time saver, inc., was the 
' obsession of arthur 
matlin, its originator, 
■to pursue time, to over- 
take it, was a mania with 
him. but not so wallace 
6aines, the fat, good- 
natured money-man 
, behind the organization, 
whom hatlin loathed for 
his sloppy inefficiency, 
one day, matlin swore, 

TIME SAVER, INC. WOULD df 
HIS ALONE/ THE DAY CAME 
SOONER THAN EXPECTED, 

, WITH. TIME OPENING THE 
DOOR TO MURDER, BUT 
CLOSING A TRAP WHICH 
NOT EVEN THE EVIL 

i GENIUS OF MATLIN 
COULO PRY OPEN. . 




IT HAD ALL BEGUN EARLIER . 
BACK IN THE STATES . . 





AND YOU'RE A WASTREL ' TIME 
MEANS NOTHING TO YOU/ X MADE 
TIME SAVER, INC., THE BEST EFFI- 
CIENCY CORPORATION. 

IN BUSINE35/J -"; I KNOW, 

BUT LOOK WHAT 4 
IT^ DONE TO YOU/ YOU DON'T 
LIVE ANYMORE. JUST CHASE 
TIME/ WELL, I HOPE THIS 
ARABIAN DEAf SLOWS YOU 4 
OOWN. THEY DON'T COUNT J 
MINUTES THERE I 




Leaving his victim, matlin whirled through 
time back to the present in oman . 



jBuTMATUNNOW J 
{WANTED THE JUV- 
tOIAL INTACT. . 




MaTVN HAD B80U6HT THE ANCIENT SUNDIAL 
WITH HIM. AS HE STUDIED THE TIME SAVER, 
INC., ACCOUNTS IN HIS GARDEN. . . 



DO YOU CALL UPON CHROHOS, HOflWLfj 






A REPORT FROM THE AIRPLANE 
FACTORY LINKED THE BULLET WITH 

THE GUARD'S SUN .. - 




\OpEN-MOUTHED, THEY STAfiED AT EMPTY AI/t; 

\ HATLIN HAD VANISHED . 



Safely though the riue SAjmiet, matun a/mined 

IN HIS GARDEN . 



r n"S HIM, ALLRI8HT/ HE'S 
KILLER/ WE sa* him 
FROM THOSE PULLEY 





TEARS AGO, WHEN WILD NOMAD TRIBES FOAMED THE SAHARA 
DESERT, A LEADER APPEARED AND TRIED TO ORGANIZE 
THESE PEOPLE INTO ONE PEACEFUL NATION. EL KABItf, 
AS HE WAS KNOWN, WOULD ROAM ACROSS THE SANDS 

MILES TO BRING TRIBAL CHIEFTAINS TOGETHER* . , 




The killer threw his dead victim's corpse into a deep 
ravine and started back to the village. but as he 

approached . . 



£t KABIR FADED INTO THIN AIR AND REAPPEARED IN THE DISTANCE/ AGAIN THE CHIEF PURSUED HIS ENEMY. 
THIS AWESOME SCENE REPEATED ITSELF UNTIL THE CHIEFTAIN DISAPPEARED OVER THE DISTANT DUNES, NEVER 
TO BE SEEN AGAIN. BUT THE PEOPLE OF THE DESERT HAVE NOT FORGOTTEN EL KABR . HE IS SEEN RACING 
ACROSS THE DESERT TO THIS DAT, HELPING PEOPL E *V TROUBLE. THE SPIRIT OF A DEAD MAN WHO RETURNED 
FROM THE BEYOND TO COMPLETE HIS MISSION MAKES FOR ANOTHER BAFFLING ENTRY A 
THE SUPERNATURAL. 




FINE MAN, PETEK.) BUT . 
VQU'RE YOUR. --'WE'RE TIREP. 
FATHER'S SONi PLEASE 
TO THE \_jgr SHOW US TO 
l/wASE - JiK OUR. ROOMS 




'Jh THE DAYS THAT FOUOW£D,-rHE PORTRAIT 
WAS i f*e-e A MAGNET TO YOUMG PETEM. . ME 
WOULD SPEND HOUge STAX/NGATfr. AYS. 
AMP T41 JS/A/G- TO IT. " 




TMECE 7HEV LIE. IN THE QUI6T CEMETEEV 
WHICH_«WALL8E QUIET AND PEACEFUL J» 




*1&UE SHADE OEPETFB **#£#&/ 

*■ FINISHED H/S FOUL MS*?/ HE 
OESECBATED EACH GPAVE OF WE 
JURYMEN HSHO HAD SENT H/Af TO 

THE GAUOiV*. SO AfAWy&GS 

befogs/ ' 




"AVC tVMte PETEBS7IU 
WATCHED. THE PHANTOM 
SETUBNED, H/6 EWL 

spirit once Moae 

CNSHBQUDED W HHC 
CANVAS TOMB.'" 




rato p&T&t about r»e oessc/fATFo sewM 

we A'err mogn/ng. . . * _r 

SET 



PETEE.' TWELVE GRAVES . ,. 
BEEN OESECBATED IN THE 
YOU MUST TAKE DOWN THE 
PORTRAIT. I ttNOW WHAT 2 
AM SAVING. HANGING 17 HAS 
RELEASED THE GHOST OF 
VOUK ANCESTOR 



the portrait stays whe£e 
the master, of this house 
care what happens in the 



TW.'l AM p 
.' I DCWT -M 
E VALLEY/ jH 




HO, PETEE 
LOVE YOU.' 
MY DARLING 
LISTEN TO "■ 
,t LOVG YOU. 





AMD THAT'S THE STORY. THFSE TWO VOUNQ _ 
PEOPLE DEFEATED "WE SINISTER EVIL THAT 
WOULD WAVE DESTROYED THEM ■ NOW, WHERE, 
TUEBE WAS HATRED AND UNHAPPIN£«», — 
THERE 10 ONVY LOVE AMD JOY/ : 




THE MEDIUM'S WARNING 



REGRET TO INFORM YOU, MRS. JOYSON DIED IN 
LONDON, WEDNESDAY. ACCORDING HER RE- 
QUEST, WAS BURIED ABBEY CHAPEL, THURSDAY. 
CLAY HEMMINGTON, AMERICAN EMBASSY 

Henry Joyson held the cablegram in his hand 
/or a long moment, staring at its message, and 
.hen finally he crumpled it tn his hand. 

"Any message, sir?" the startled messenger boy 
he'd .left standing on the threshold asked as he 
Started to turn away. 

"No," Henry said abruptly. Then as the mes- 
senger started to leave, he said, "Wait a minute. 
Yes, there is. Give me one of those blanks." 

Qukkly he snatched the blank and scribbled 
Arriving by plane to tldim wife'? effects. — Henry 
Joyson. ■ 

Henry Joyson was a man of action, and the 
moment the door closed behind the messenger, he 
Strode upstairs and begin packing. He knew there 
"wasn't a moment to lose; he must get to England 
without- delay. 

Foe a moment, as he locked his grip,- he seemed 
to'hear Gloria's voice saying softly the words from 
the marriage ceremony that had taken place just 
six short months ago: "Remember, Henry, it's un- 
til death do us part ..." 
' That's what she'd said right after they were 
married— and that's what she'd reminded him of 
when he'd asked— no, pleaded for a divorce, sick 
of this woman who was always clinging to him, 
who seemed to have no life, no desires, no inter- 
ests other than loving him.- When he'd asked for 
his freedom, she'd lifted' her pale face, still filled 
. with its doglike expression of devotion, and she'd 
said lovingly, "No, Henry, I won't Remember, 
Henry, it's until death do us part." 

And it was her words that had given him the 
idea, at first a shocking, abhorrent idea, and later 
one that he became used to. If she were dead, he 
would be free — and more, he would have the 
wealth of his rich, dead wife to indulge his lux- 
ury-loving heart. But now something had gone 
wrong. She had died too soon, he knew as. he 
slammed the door behind him, and made his fran- 
tic das li for the airport. 

The trip across the Atlantic seemed interminable 
to Henry Joyson, and the moment he'd cleared 
through customs in England, he went immediately 
to the American Embassy in search of Clay Hem- 
mington who had sent the cablegram. 



-"I'm Henry Clayson," he announced without 
preliminaries. "I've come in the matter of my 
wife's death." 

Clay Hemmington proved to be a tall, slow- 
spoken 'Westerner, with a drawl that strained 
Henry's patience. He tfuimbed through a file of 
cards and finally extracted one that read, "Joyson, 
Gloria, deceased." 

" "Ah7 yes," Hemmington said. "Very sad and 
unexpected, your wife's death." 

"Of course," Henry said impatiently. "But I'm 
here to claim my wife's effects and take her body 
back to America.'' 

Clay Hemmington lifted his eyebrows. "Fm 
afraid that's impossible," he said. "Your wife was 
buried in Abbey Chapel in accordance with her 
request. But her, effects are in the next room if you 
care to go through them or, take them with you." 

Left alone in the next room, Henry Joyson be- 
gan eagerly to paw through the reminders of his 
dead wife's existence. Letters — his, her clothes, a 
few trinkets — and when he'd finished, they were 
not there. The thing he'd dreaded had happened, 
the jewels, the precious jewels he'd killed her for 
were gone. 

Finally finished, Henry leaned against the wall 
and lit a cigarette. Everything had gone well up 
until that last moment, that final action that was 
to bring him wealth upset his careful plans. 

When the idea of killing her finally took root 
in his mind, he'd fed her careful dosages of ar- 
senic in her food until she grew pale and listless 
and complained of pain. And then he had sug- 
gested carefully to her one evening, "Darling, why 
don't you take a trip abroad ? I can't get away, but 
it would do you a world of good. 

"I'll miss you terribly," he'd continued tenderly, 
"but then there will be the excitement of having 
you return to me." He'd held his breath awaiting 
her reply while his hand tenderly caressed her 
hair. 

"All right, Henry," she'd said obediently. "If 
you think t\?s best for me." She turned her large, 
luminous, pale blue eyes upon him, devouring him, 
it seemed to Henry, with their glance. 

She'd taken her jewels with her, that vast for- 
tune which it was her idiosyncrasy always to carry 
with her. And when he'd cautioned her about 
carrying them around, she'd written from England. 
"I've put them in a safe place, somewhere where 



no one will get at them." 

But after she'd left, her letters had become 
gayer as she regained her strength, and finally she 
expressed her longing for him and her wish to 
return. 

Henry had granted that wish, bade her come 
back to him, and then'when he'd known exactly 
wlien her ship was sailing, he'd sent the box of 
chocolates, each one carefully filled in its center 
with poison. He'd mailed the box to the ship, sure 
it would be delivered to her once she was on 
board. Then, according to his plan, he would be 
at the dock to receive his dead wife when the boat 
landed. There would be no guilt, no suspicion at- 
tached to him — and the jewels she always carried, 
with her would have been his. 

Now, from Clay Hemrnington, he'd learned 
what had gone wrong. The ship had delayed sail- 
ing, and the chocolates had been forwarded to 
Gloria at her hotel. And now she was dead and 
buried in England beyond his reach, and the jew- 
els were beyond his grasp. 

And now, as Henry Joyson left the Embassy 
and walked slowly down the street, he determined 
he would not leave London until he found that 
treasure. For hours he prowled the murky, fog- 
bound streets, trying to figure out where his wife 
would have secreted the jewels. And it was thus, 
perhaps by chance or maybe by design that he 
came across the small shop that bore the sign, 
"Madam Zura, Medium," and beneath it the in- 
scription, "I contact the dead." 

The idea came full-blown to him, and without 
hesitation he opened the door and entered the 
dark-draped room with the crystal ball upon the 
table, the star of Zodiac handing just above, and 
Madame Zura seated in the chair as if she were 
expecting him. 

Quickly Henry stated his purpose, and Madame 

Zura moved closer to the table and prepared to 

invoke Gloria's spirit. And then in the midst of 

her incantations she stopped and stared at Henry. 

"The spirit claims you harmed her," she stated. 

"She does not wish to speak to you.™ 

"Can you make her," Henry demanded. 

"I can compel her to speak, but remember, if 

you have evil in your heart toward her, to take 

what belongs to the murdered dead gives them a 

supernatural power — beyond the grave over you." 

For it moment Henry hesitated, but then the 

thought of possessing the jewels overcame him. 

"A ghost Can do me no harm. I demand that the 

I spirit answer me." • 

I Madame Zura fell silent in her concentration, 
and finally the room filled with a bluish light, and 
, before Henry's tensed gaze Gloria took a translu- 
' cent form. She was wrapped in her grave shroud, 
I the. white cioth flowing around her, and her large 
i blue eyes were filled now with a hate that crawled 
< around the room. 

"You killed me," she moaned. "You murdered 
toe, snd now you won't let me rest" 



Henry Joyson clenched the arms of his chair, 
"The jewels/' he demanded hoarsely, "Where did 
you put them?" 

For a moment she stood the»e, atyj there was 
silence as she refused to answer hirh. 

"What did you do with the jewels?" Henry de- 
manded in a louder voice. "You must answer me, 
you bodyless, spineless creature! I command you 
to." 

"I hid them," she said in a wailing whisper.'"* 
hid them in the woods back of the hotel." 

Henry rose in his chair, and now eagerness re- 
placed any trace of fear in him. In death as in 
life, Gloria was his to command. "Show me where 
they are," he demanded. 

Slowly she walked ahead of him, down the 
stairs, and her white grave shroud floated behind 
her so that he could almost touch it. It was mid- 
night, dark outside and lonely, with nd passersby. 
They traversed the streets that way, and when they 
passed under a lamp post, the light shone through 
her as through fog that had capriciously taken 
shape. And finally they came to the hotel and to 
the grounds that surrounded it, and she stopped 
before one tree whose trunk was old and hollow. . 
Unable to restrain himself longer, Henry dash- 
ed toward the treasure, but she stood in front of it. 
"They are mine, diese jewels," she said in a 
wailing whisper. "They belong to me. You mar- 
•ried me for these jewels, but they are mine in 
death as in life. Take them^ and you marry nic 
again in death!" 

But Henry Joyson plunged through the appari- 
tion guarding it and seized the chest of jewels. He 
knew victory as he felt the smooth leather box 
in his hands, and he heard the precious stones, 
loose within, roll against each other with his 
movements. 

The wraith had torn apart like wisps of fog 
when he had plunged through it, but now he was 
suddenly aware that it had reformed and enve- 
loped him, so that he was enclosed in a cold, 
swirling mist through which he could not see. 

And then he felt her cold hands about him, 
clutching at him, and she said in a loving whis- 
per, "Now, Henry, you are mine Once again !" 
Even as he tried to twist out of the grip of the 
thing that held him, the shroud- tightened around 
his throat and he Could not breathe. He clutched 
the jewel case tightly to him, and with his other 
hand he tore madly at the wrapping entwining 
him, but finally his struggles ceased and be knew 

Thus they found Henry Joyson the next morn- 
ing. He lay upon the cold, dew-soaked grass, and 
one arm still enclosed the chest of jewels. He look- 
ed much as though he'd been overcome by some 
swift and sudden ailment, the blood rushing alt 
to his head — but then, there was the piece of torn 
white cloth he clutched in his other hand — the 
sort of cloth that is used unmistakably by uodcf*, 
later* in shrouding the dead; 



Professor huso charters headed an expedition into the arctic region. . .searching for possible 
uranium deposits. deep into the north they went, into areas never before penetrated. but it 
wasn't until they faced the weird valley of smoke that the first hint of success came their 
mr. . . a success coupled with blood- chilling terror and a . . . 



FROM THE NORTH 




I GREG PRESSED HIS ADVANTAGE AND MOVED CLOSER AND CLOSER 
7 THE THINS MASQUERADINGAS THE PROFESSOR, UNTIL 




'" WEEKS WENT BY. . .FRANTIC, HORRIBLE WEEKS . . DURING WHICH SEVERAL PEOPLE ttF«T FOUND DEAD . . THEIR 
FACES TWISTED IN TERROR.. ■ THEIR VEINS EMPTIED OF BLOOD/ 




Grabbing 

a FLAMING 
TORCH 
THAT HAD 
BEEN KEPT 
INCONSTANT 
READINESS, 

SftES 
RACED 
UP THE 
STAIRS... 




I H SOME WAY..tWE MUST CONVINCE 
THE GOVERNMENT OF THE TRUTH OF OUR STORY. .. AND 
RETURN TO THE VALLEY OF SMOKE WITH FLAME 
THROWERS/ THEN WE CAN DESTROY THE EVIL FOG... 
AND THE UNITED STATES WILL HAVE ONE OF THE WORLtfS 




%e/e 8m#s"W* SHOP 
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SUPER DEIUXE ^/^ 

matte TV mm 

PROJECTOR, 







f «» /Wo/iey 

the Casy 

Stuart Way! 
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Take Easy Orders For 
STUART CHRISTMAS CARDS 

Why not get all those things your heart is set on 
with money you earn by yourself! You can do it 
quickly and easily in your spare time! All you do is 
show our gorgeous greeting card samples for 
Christmas, birthdays and other year 'round occa- 
sions. We send you the samples on approval. Friends, 
neighbors, relatives, almost everybody buys on sight. 
You make sensational cash profits—fast! 

YOU NEED NO EXPERIENCE TO EARN! 

Exciting new 21-Card Christmas Assortment, at $1 
is a bargain that sells itself. Yet you keep up to 50<! 
of tech $1 as your quick, cash profit. Sell 100 boxes 
to folks you know and $50 is yours! Low-priced 
Name-Imprinted Christmas Cards, All-Occasion , 
Assortments, Stationery and many other fast-sellers 
make still more money for you^ 

GET SAMPLES ON 
FREE TRIAL! 

Send- no money! We'll 
send you saleable sample 
assortments on approval 
for FREE TRIAL. Act 
fast and we'll also include 
Samples of Person- 
alized money-makers 
FREE. Just fill out and 




CLUB MEMBERS!. 

Your organization ca: 
earn hundreds of dollar 

^TUAuVfund- 
plan. Send 



! STUART GREETINGS, INC., Dopt. 402 
32S W. Randolph SI., Chicago 6, III. 

YES' 1 want to earn eitro. spending money. Pleaae send 
details with Assortments on approval and Personalized 
Sample FREE. 



Nan 



STUART GREETINGS, INC. 



Hirm-fTM ""■"■"' "'- 1 "" 



City & Zone. . 






